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Season of the Witch 


Unlike other cities, New Orleans has a whole bunch of magic to it. Maybe its the air, or the city's proximity 
to the water. Or maybe it's the generations of practitioners whose souls have passed through the city. 


| honestly couldn't tell you why I'm here. Needed a break is my most likely excuse. | just hopped on the first 
plane from Colorado and, several hours later, found myself wandering the narrow streets of the French 
Quarter. Found myself a hotel, dumped the sparse luggage that | had with me, and made my way out into the 
night. 


Really, though, | needed a break After fifteen successful books and three movies, my publisher dropped me. 
Something to do with declining sales in the crime genre and my last book not making as much as they thought 
it would. As you can imagine, it's hit me hard. I've written nearly a book a year for the past twenty years and 
brokered several other deals with production companies, all of which the publisher got a cut of. So I'm not 
happy. In fact, | feel tired, washed up, and wrung out. And maybe | am. Maybe this is the end of the line for 


me. 


lm fifty-three, not in the best of shape, single. Probably not what you'd expect for a successful writer. But it 
happens to the best of us. Not to say that | haven't been in relationships. Just never found the "One". And 


why is there such a focus on who you're with? | have, by and large, been perfectly happy by myself. I've 
spent the past twenty years occupied with my books and movies, so much so that | haven't had the chance to 
give that side of life much thought. Maybe it truly is time to start over. | love my life in Colorado. Love being 
secluded up in the mountains with just the cat and the dog for company, seeing no one for days on end or 
until | need to run and get supplies. 


New Orleans is the complete opposite of that. The French Quarter is buzzing with life and temptation - be 
that alcohol, sex, drugs, or whatever your vice is - is on full display. Mine's booze so fuck only knows why I'm 
here. | could have waited for the next plane. That would have taken me to New York, a city that I'm a little 
more familiar with. New Orleans I've only passed through a handful of times, mostly on book tours. | haven't 


spent any real time here. 


Dodging in between the crowds of drunken revellers on Bourbon Street, | catch a glimpse of myself in a 
darkened window. My hair is short, scruffy, and tinged with grey. I'm wearing what my younger self would 
have considered "Dad clothes", blue jeans and a long sleeved shirt topped off with a nondescript black hoodie. 
My wallet and phone are stuffed into my pants pockets and | feel considerably out of place among the smells 
of cooking food, cheap booze, and young bodies. None of them seem to notice me and, for that, I'm glad. For a 
while | can be invisible, hidden away from the eyes that pry. | can try and focus on what l'm going to do next 
while avoiding being drawn into bars. 


Music streams from every building and the atmosphere is overwhelming. You can feel it pulling you under, 
dragging you down, and demanding that you join the pulsating beat of a city fuelled on alcohol and non-stop 
partying. A gift to the gods, so to speak, and a way to appease their occasionally vengeful nature. 


Walking along Bourbon Street, | take in the architecture and the people hanging over the balconies. Water 
dribbles from plants and sticky booze trickles from discarded cups. The unique architecture - a mix of French, 
Spanish, and Caribbean - is always a wonder to see. With delicate ironwork and shuttered windows, these views 


are the epitome of New Orleans and the sights that people come to see. 


The atmosphere changes as | hit the corner of Bourbon and Orleans Streets. | can feel the energy ripple in an 
entirely different way. It's calmer, more serene, and almost peaceful amidst the chaos of partying. | can't help 
but stop and look around myself. There are bars on three corners. On the other is a shop that appears to be 
lit only by candles. Thick, pillar candles burn in the windows and | find myself drawn to displays of leaves, 


jewellery, cards, and herbs. Beyond that | couldn't see anything. 


I've got nothing better to do and the doors are open so.. The shop is called The Flickering Flame and | feel 
myself being oddly drawn into its depths. | don't know what | expect to find in there, nor why l'm entering. But 


that energy is too enchanting for me to ignore. 


Despite the darkness that | saw outside, the shop's inner sanctum is a little brighter. Low-lighters are fixed to 
dark wooden walls and the space is an array of everything witchy. Piles of herbs and gems, bookcases 


overflowing with every conceivable text, stacks of tarot cards and baskets and shelves full of candles. 


A long counter runs across the far end of the shop. Behind it stands a man who looks too young to be running 
such a shop. Or maybe that's just me showing my age. He has long blonde hair that sweeps over his shoulders. 
His hands are clasped around an unlit candle and he appears to be doing something to it. When he finally senses 


my presence, he looks up and | find myself looking into a pair of intense hazel eyes. 


"Can | help you?" The young man's voice is thick with a Midwestern accent. He's a long way from home and, like 


the writer that | am, | find myself curious as to his story. 


| take another step deeper into the store and find myself looking at a basket of white candles coated in dried 
flowers. "I'm just... looking. Thanks." 


"Well, just holla if you need any help." 

| nod and watch as he pushes the candle to one side and collects another. | have no idea why | was drawn into 
this store but l'm fascinated. Fascinated and scared. I've briefly read up on witchcraft for a couple of the 
novels that I've written. But I've done little more than scratch the surface. 


"Do you have anything to restart a career?" 


| don't know where the words came from, nor why | spoke them. There's something about the store, about the 


area, about this corner of New Orleans that is just drawing me in and holding me tight. 

The man looks up and places the candle to one side. He steps from behind the counter and walks across the 
bare wooden floor. His sneakers cause the floorboards to squeak, adding that little something extra to an 
already strange shop. The soft light reflects from what is obviously corn-fed hair and he moves with a 


delicateness that I've never seen in a man. 


He slowly pads around the shop and collects a handful of items before returning to me. There's a tall green 


candle made up of seven stacked balls, a vial of some kind of oil, and a small packet of herbs. 

I'm going to assume you've got a pen and paper," he says. 

| nod. "I'm a writer. Was a writer. I've got a notebook and pen at the hotel” 

He raises an eyebrow before making his way back to the counter. "Were a writer. What happened?" 
"My publisher decided that the market wasn't strong enough to support me any more." 


"And you want to go back to writing?" He sweeps handfuls of hair over his shoulders and leans against the 


counter. 


| nod. "Sure do. Once a creative.” 


He nods and sorts the items into a little line. First he holds up the small vial of oil. "You need to rub this onto 
the candle. Get it all nice and slick. Get a plate and sprinkle the herbs on it. Roll the candle in the herbs and put 
it upright in the centre of the plate. Are you religious?" 


| shake my head. "No. Sorry." 


He shrugs and a wave of hair slips from his shoulder to his chest. "No worries. Get a pen and paper and write, 
in detail, exactly what you want. What do you want to write next? Who do you want to buy it? All of that. 
Really focus on it. Once you're done, fold the paper into quarters and, again, really focus on what you've 
written. Place it under the candle and then let it burn for seven days." 


"How much?" | ask. 
"Twenty-six dollars." 


Incense smoke curls from a bowl of sand. Candles flicker around the dish, providing a protective ring of fire 


around the sacred smoke. 

| pull my wallet from my pants and grab a couple of twenties. | hand them to the man and wait for my change. 
When he gives it to me, he asks, "You ever practised the craft before?" 

"Never." 


A smile breaks his previously stony expression and he holds out a paper bag. "Well, welcome to New Orleans." 


Night has well and truly fallen once | step outside. The air is thick with humidity and the promise of a storm. | 
make my way back through the streets and to the safety of my room at the Ritz-Carlton. Part of me is 
probably keeping up appearances with that hotel. Part of me feels at home there. I've spent so long in hotels 
that they've become a second home to me, a place where | can just exist and not particularly have to think. A 


hotel room is an escape away from whatever energy is living out on the streets. 


And the room, with its lush fabrics and clean, white walls, is the perfect place to hide and attempt to perform 


whatever I've been given. 


| try. | have room service bring me an extra plate with my meal. | book several extra days so that | don't 
have to take a half melted candle home with me. And nothing seems to happen. | sit and stare at the flame and 
listen to the rumble of thunder outside. Rain patters against the window and | find myself wanting to sit out on 
the balcony. Protected by the one above, I'd be able to sit and watch the rain and reflect to my heart's 


content. Instead, I'm wondering if this spell is working. 


The next morning, and following an eventful night of little sleep, | return to the French Quarter and the little 
shop. | find it closed and a sign on the door that says that it will be open between the hours of llam and 3pm 
and Spm and llpm. With the time only just scrapping Yam, | decide to find a coffee shop and bide my time. 


But even that is hard to find. Most of the French Quarter is still sleeping, no doubt lost in drunken dreams 
before it all starts again. | finally find one tucked away off of Bourbon Street. It appears to cater to the early 
morning crowd, the delivery drivers and couriers. | grab a coffee and tuck myself in one corner. There's a 
notebook in my shoulder bag and | spread it on the small, rickety table and attempt to tap into the vein of 


inspiration that | know lives somewhere deep inside of me. 


The smell of coffee is rich and thick and | inhale the one in front of me like the addict that | once was. Alcohol. 
That was my poison as | tried to chase away feelings of inadequacy and writer's block. Took me years to get 
over it but, once | had, | replaced it with coffee and chocolate. And considering the paunch that presses against 


my jeans, | could do with slowing down on those, too. 


| sip coffee and scribble notes until llam rolls around. Only then do | take a slow walk back to The Flickering 
Flame. | want to look too eager. Men my age - fifty-plus and going grey - hanging around younger men 
normally only means one thing. Not that I'd turn down the man in the shop but | don't want him to think that 
I'm there to try and sleep with him. 


The corner shop is open when | arrive and there's already a handful of tourists milling around the cabinets and 
shelves. Not that I'm any different. I'm a clueless tourist who found myself drawn in the previous evening and 


has no fucking clue what they're doing. 


The young man, dressed in a flannel shirt and with his hair hanging around his shoulders, is standing behind the 
counter. He's oblivious to the people in his shop, obviously trusting them enough not to steal anything. Instead, 
he's grinding something in a pestle and mortar, lost in the motions. 


There's sweat beading on my forehead as | approach the counter. I'd like to say that it's from the humidity 
but | suspect that nerves, and coffee, are getting the better of me. | wait until he places the length of stone 
to one side. 


‘Hi 


He looks up, a little dazed, and glances around the room before settling his gaze on me. A small smile twitches 


his lips. "| thought you'd be back. How can | help?" 
| frown, confused by what he's said. "You did?" 


"Yeah." His smile is wide but warm and his eyes are soft. Gone is the harshness that | noticed the previous 
night and | put that down to having worked for nearly ten hours. Dealing with customers, most of whom are 
probably clueless tourists, has to take it out of a person Especially someone who may be sensitive to the 


world around them. "You looked out of place and | had a feeling that, come morning, you'd be back. What can | 


help you with?" 


| sigh and run a hand through my short hair. It needs cutting and possibly another dye job to help hide the 
grey. To me left, a woman is picking through a basket of crystals and | see the young man glance at her 
before turning back to me. 


"The spell that you gave me didn't work," | finally reply. 
"Didn't work how?" 
"Well, nothing happened." | shrug. 


His smile softens as does his body. He leans his elbows on the varnished counter and looks up at me. "This isn't 
like the movies. There isn't gonna be some big flash of light and everything you've ever wanted is right there 


before you. Think of it like baking. You want the cake, right?" 
| nod. "Yeah." 


"What you're doing is telling the universe of your intention to bake a cake. So it gives you the ingredients. It's 
up to you how you mix them up." He straightens up and there's a twinkle in his eyes. "Keep at it-" 


"James." 


| take the hand that he offers out. "David. Keep at it, James. The ingredients will start appearing before the 


week is up." 


| spend the day talking to David. There's something about him, about his energy, his aura if you will, that's 


drawn me in. | suspect that I'm not the only that has wanted to spend time around him. 


He works with an ease that seems to be all natural, serving customers, grinding up herbs, and dressing candles 
while he teaches me the ways of his craft. The store belonged to his grandmother, who'd originally moved 
from their home town in Minnesota to escape the harsh winters. A witch all of her life, she'd wanted 
something that wasn't the atypical New Orleans voodoo and hoodoo. So she'd opened The Flickering Flame. While 
it catered to many different paths, she primarily taught her own blend of witchcraft using candles, herbs, and 


home potions to solve minor aliments (mint is great for the stomach, | discovered). 


David doesn't seem in a great hurry to get rid of me so | take a coffee order from him, go to the tiny place | 
discovered in the morning, and bring him a drink. | pull up a stool and sit at one end of the counter, listening to 
all that he has to talk about and admiring the way that his tall, lean body moves. His hair spills down his 
shoulders in shimmering waves of gold and his hazel eyes are forever filled with the wonders of a universe 


yet to be explored. 


As the rolls on, | run out and get food, always eager to be back with him. I'm fifty-three and acting like a 


lovestruck teenager. | have no idea what's come over me but l'm going to roll with it and try not to make a 


complete fool of myself. 


David closes the door at 3pm and pulls up a stool to join me. There's a soft smile on his lips but a tiredness in 


his eyes. He waves a hand around himself. 
"Too many people," he murmurs. "Too much energy." 
| pick at my jambalaya. "| can leave if you like.” 


David smiles and picks up his fork. "You don't have to. To be truthful, I'm enjoying some consistent company. 
Normally | see people for a matter of minutes before they disappear forever." 


"So you live here alone?" 


"Um-hm." He nods with a mouthful of food. "My grandmother bought the property outright. Not just the shop 
but the apartment above it. I'm single, which is kinda sad when you're twenty-six." 


My eyebrows shoot up and | try not to feel guilty for having sexualised the poor guy. I've got the best part 
of thirty years on him. 


"And you've not found anyone to share it with?" 


Another shake of the head and David gazes at his food. "No." He sighs. "There's been a couple of guys but none 
of them have ever stuck around. A couple wanted to control me. A couple were only here because they saw a 


free ride." His hair falls in his eyes as he moves to look up. His eyes are full of sadness. "Never found anyone 


that | truly clicked. But," he begins with a sigh, "that's sometimes the life of a witch." 


| decide against asking him what he looks for in a partner. Instead, | steer the conversation back to the shop 
and his craft and how he, as a male, feels about being a part of what is considered a predominantly female 


religion 

He shrugs and continues to eat in between replies. "There are more males than you think. But, as you said, 
we're still considered a little strange, especially in the newer denominations. Most tend to keep to the shadows 
or work with people who are their friends. Me? I've never really been bothered by it. If anything, it helps to 
bring business in. Not many people have ever come face to face with a male witch before." 

"So witch and not warlock?" 


"Definitely witch," he says with a smile. 


The conversation lightens and | clean up once we've finished. David shows me the back of the shop, his stock 


rooms, a small kitchen and a little bathroom. Unlike the front of the shop, they're light and airy and painted in 


white. 


He reopens the shop and almost immediately there's a flood of people wandering in to browse and buy and pick 


David's brain. 


The sun sets early in New Orleans. By Ipm, the sky is inky black and preparing for another summer storm. 


The air is heavy with humidity and the sense of freedom and magic that lives within the city's boundaries. 


During a lull in customers, David sits at the end of the counter, nursing a coffee and watching as | pick books 


from the shelves. 


"You know, we spoke about intention and puting everything out for the universe to take care of. But the 
quickest way to bring about change is by having an orgasm." 


My head snaps up and | feel that the colour has drained from my face. David just looks at me with a blank 
expression and his feet hooked around the base of the stool. 


"Sorry. You were saying?" 

He shrugs and takes another sip of his coffee. "Just sayin’ that the energy you produce during sex, whether 
with someone or solo, is some of the purest and most potent energy you can create. Everything in that 
moment is focused on one thing and that's release." 


| ease the book I've been flicking through back onto the shelf. "So how does it work in magic, then?" 


"The same way as it does with any spell that you're working. At the point just before release, you focus on 
what you want to achieve." 


"That easy, huh?" 


He smiles and returns his mug to the counter. "That easy. I've manifested a lot over the years using that 


technique." 


| can feel the colour returning to my cheeks and burning over my skin. David doesn't seem to be affected by 


my change in demeanour but I'm sure that he can sense the discomfort, and arousal, that I'm feeling. 


| swallow around the lump in my throat and my suddenly sandpaper-dry mouth. "Are you suggesting what | 
think you're suggesting?" 


David looks at me blankly. "Which is?" 


"That we, you know-"I blush harder and look at the dark wood floorboards beneath my feet. For a writer I've 
suddenly lost all use of the English language. "Go to bed?" 


"| did say that you can do it solo. Masturbation works just as well. Except that there's an additional energy 
connection when there's a partner involved" | hear footsteps creak across the floor and the whisper of 


someone passing beside me. 


| don't want to look up. Don't want to catch David's eye. l'm so embarrassed that I'm propositioning someone so 
much younger than myself. Or maybe he propositioned me? | can't tell with how quickly the tables keep 
turning. 


The air feels as though it's crackling around me. Whether that's whatever magic David has woven into the 
building or the energy that's dancing between us, | don't know. 


Again, something whispers over my skin and | find myself shivering. | still cant bring myself to look at him 
even though | can sense that he's standing close. | hear another creak of the floorboards and lips tickle across 


my cheek. 

"James, | wouldn't have allowed you to stay if | wasn't enjoying your company," David whispers in my ear. "I 
can change the atmosphere of this shop in a heartbeat. You'd have felt it and taken the hint to go. Why do 
you think most of the customers only pass through to pick up what they need? They know, whether 
consciously or unconsciously, that they're only wanted in this space for the briefest of times. But you. You're 
different. | knew that from the moment you walked in last night. And | wanted more of what you bought." 
My throat is becoming tighter and | only just manage to ask, "What do | bring?" 

David moves back to his feet but he's pressed close beside me. So close that | can smell the coffee on his 
breath. "| said that I'd never met someone that | really connected with. Well, | can feel a connection with you. 
One that's crossed many miles and many years to be here right now." 

l'm wound so tight that | can neither move nor speak. All| can do is feel the young, lithe body that's pressed 
against my own. | close my eyes as David's arm winds around my waist and moan softly as his fingers clasp 


my hip. 


"My grandmother believed that those who are destined to be together are joined by a golden thread that can 


never be broken. This thread can only be seen by those who chose to see it! 
Finally | force myself to speak. "What do you want me to do?" 

"Come to bed with me," he purrs. 

"But you don't close for another ninety minutes" 


"Oh, l'm closed" | can hear the smirk in David's voice. "No one will visit if | don't want them to." 


| don't know what | expected his apartment to look like. Probably all black velvet, gothic furniture, and crystal 
balls. Instead, the rooms above the shop are in complete contrast to what lies below. The walls are white and 
the floor is lightly stained Antique furniture is dotted around and the wooden shutters and windows have been 


thrown open to allow the night-time revelry in and any wandering spirits out. 


David leads me through the apartment and to a spacious bedroom. A large bed faces the door and there's a 
couple of chests of drawers. On top of one is s handful of partly burned candles and a small metal dish of 


herbs. The closet is hidden behind a pair of white slatted doors. 


My heart hammers as David steps into the centre of the room and begins to strip away his clothes. The shirt 
is tossed into a corner and is followed by his sneakers and socks. Finally he peels away away his tight jeans to 
leave his tight, honey-coloured skin on display. His stomach ripples as he straightens up to look at me and | 
find myself reaching for my the button on my own, now tight, jeans. 


lm not sure what to do, nor how to react. I'm in a room with an incredibly hot man, a man who's well over 


half my age. And | have no clue what to do with him. 

Thankfully, David takes charge and steps up to me. He removes my hand from my jeans. 

"Don't do anything." 

He moves to the bed, grabs a pillow and tosses it at my feet. The heat in the room is rising and | doubt that 
its coming from outside. | can't take my eyes off of him as he kneels at my feet. His hair spills over his 
shoulders and he looks up at me with a warm smile on his lips. | can barely compose myself as he places a 
hand over the bulge in my jeans. 

‘| want you to focus on what you really want. Try not to think about what is being done to you." 

"David." My voice dies in my throat. Its been a long time since | was last with someone. How long? Three 
years? Five years? Ten years? I've lost count. I've been so caught up in my writing that I've forgotten what 


it's like to have someone tend to your most basic of needs. 


And now here | am, in a beautiful apartment, in one of the most hedonistic cities in the country, with a 


stunning man on his knees before me. 


There's a quiet rasp as David begins to peel down the zipper. | close my eyes and let out a deep groan as he 


reaches in and wraps his hand around my hard cock 
"Focus," he murmurs. "Focus on what you most desire.” 


What do | want? To continue my career? To be loved? To find another path to walk? To create another 


bestselling series? 


| take a deep breath and nod. "Ready." 


David's hand glides along my cock and | do my best to hold myself upright. "You have something in mind? You 


can see it clearly?" 


| nod. | can see it in my mind; a red carpet affair, the image for my latest book projected onto a wall, and 


someone who doesn't look too dissimilar to David at my side. "Yeah, | do." 


"Good" David pops the head of my cock into his mouth and | give a shuddering sigh. | can't help but look down 
at him, watching as my cock slides between his plump lips and into a warm, welcoming mouth. My hand rests 


on the top of his head and | try not to push myself deeper into him. 


Closing my eyes, | let my head roll back and keep that image in my mind. | can feel the warm breeze in my 
hair and smell the scent of a city that isn't home. | can feel the presence of someone beside me, someone who 
loves me for who | am and who | love in return. | can feel the accomplishment of climbing back up the ladder 


and returning with something far better than my previous works. 


The images drift and melt with the gift that's being given to me. It's a long time since anyone's given me any 
kind of pleasure and l'm grateful to the man on his knees for all that he's doing. His mouth is warm and tight 
and his lips glide ever lower until his nose is pressed against the thatch of hair at my groin. My fingers are 
tangled in his hair and l'm resisting as best | can from pushing and gagging him. The pleasure that I've so 
longed for is building, tightening to a knot at the base of my cock and | can feel my orgasm thundering closer. 


"David... 


He pauses and pulls back, his hand clamped at the base of my cock. | can't lift my head to look at him. The 


energy has drained from me and to that spot in my groin. 
"Focus," he softly replies. "Focus and think of nothing else." 


| manage to nod and he returns to what he was doing, his mouth tight against my dick and his tongue tracing 
every vein. His hands trail up the back of my thighs until they're clasping my ass. He pulls me closer and 
forces me down his throat. I'm doing my best to not take charge and ride his mouth. 


My head swims as | try and return to the images that were floating through it. New books. The red carpet. 
Acclaim. Accomplishment. Feeling settled instead of drifting against the current. 


Light bursts behind my eyes and the breath leaves my body in one long gasp. My hands grip the back of 
David's head as | struggle to stay upright. Everything in my mind is suddenly in sharp focus as though lit by 
that flashbulb. It feels as though something has left my body. 


Several moments pass and | feel my knees begin to weaken. David's lips slide away from my now spent cock and 


| step back to lean against the dresser. 


When | open my eyes, | find David still kneeling on the floor. He's delicately wiping his mouth and has a hand 
wrapped around his own strained erection 


"Do this for everyone?" | quietly ask 
He shakes his head. "Only those who | feel a connection to." 


| nod and sweep my eyes over his body. Fuck, he's beautiful. Young and lithe with smooth skin and toned limbs. 
His long legs are curled beneath him and the hand that isn't teasing his dick is wound in his hair. He looks like 
an angel who's discovered the delights of earthly pleasures and is all too willing to take the fall 


David finishes me off with a gentle, "Take me to bed" 


There's no way | can resist that and | strip off my own clothes. Leaving them in a pile, | reach out and sweep 
him up into my arms. My hands clasp his narrow back as my lips find his. Our kiss is gentle and tentative, 


each exploring the other as we get to know one another in the most intimate way possible. 


| guide him to the bed and David lies back, hair spilling over the white linen and his feet planted on the bed. His 
legs are spread wide, giving me a glimpse of his tiny rosebud entrance, and his cock is hard against his flat 


stomach. 


"Where-?" | don't finish before he waves a hand at the bedside table. With my own cock hardening once more, | 
go through the drawers until | find a bottle of lube and a handful of condoms. 


| kneel between his legs and watch him watch me. With lube on my fingers, | carefully, and quickly, prepare 
him. Never have | had such a quick recovery and been ready to go again. There's something about David, and 
the atmosphere of the building, that is driving me wild with desire and need. It's more than lust. More than a 
quick fuck or a one night stand. There's something there. A connection, as David has said. 


It takes me a little effort to roll the condom on. I'm nervous and excited and it's all translating into my wrist 
shaking. l'm fighting back the stress, emotions, and tears when David's hand gently wraps around my wrist. | 
manage to look at him, not knowing whether I'm blushing in shame or from having someone so beautiful touch 


me. 


David's smile is warm and reassuring. He carefully removes my fingers from my dick and slowly rolls the latex 


down to the base. 
"You're good," he whispers before leaning in and kissing my cheek. 
My frustration melts away as he lies back and resume stroking his cock. His eyes are dark and heavy and the 


corners of his mouth twitch up into a seductive smile. The angel has become the devil, needing something that 


apparently only | can give. 


But why me? Why an ageing, greying, overweight writer? Why not someone as young and as energetic as him? 
Because of a connection 


David, and now |, felt something and decided to act upon it. David calls it a connection thats crossed time and 
terrain. He's the one who's practised his craft for years and | need to trust his intuition Trust it and enjoy 
the moment that we've found ourselves in 


| wrap my hand around the base of my cock and carefully enter him. I'm surprised by how easily he takes me 
and | find myself bent over him, my hands on either side of his shoulders. David smiles up at me before linking 


his arms around my shoulders and locking his ankles around my waist. 


I'm well and truly trapped and | don't care. Not one iota. Instead, | begin to rock into his deliciously warm ass, 
enjoying the tightness. David's lips find mine and, before | can catch my breath, we're locked in a deep and 
heated kiss. I'm losing myself in this man's presence. Drowning in all that he has to offer. | don't want to ever 
have to come up for air again. All | want now is to spend the rest of my life tending to every need that he 
has. It's terrifying how quickly I've gone from feeling unsettled and wandering the streets of New Orleans to 
believing that I've found a new place to settle. And it was all because of one small encounter. 


David moves beneath me. His breath is warm against my lips and colour has flooded his cheeks. | mouth my 
mouth from his and kiss each of his cheeks before burying my nose against his throat. | find the shell of his 
ear and kiss the soft spot behind it. David's voice becomes deeper and his moans get a little louder. | slide my 
hands beneath his shoulders and hold him close. | want him to feel as safe and as wanted as he's making me 


feel, 


His hips snap up to mine as | thrust ever deeper into him. | don't know how much longer I'm going to last and | 
whisper as such in his ear. | feel David nod and mewl as he plants his feet back on the bed and raises his hips. 
Holding him tight, | plunge into him, savouring the moment and trying not to let it go to my head. My second 
orgasm of the evening is rolling ever closer and, a moment before it hits, David tightens beneath me. He lets 
loose with a deep, guttural cry and warm semen splashes against my stomach and chest. | continue to move, 
finding that spot deep inside of him that | know is driving him wild My fingers wrap around his narrow 
shoulders and | quietly tell him to keep on going. 


| follow suit a moment later, my face pressed into his neck as | fill the condom. | can hear myself calling to 
him, his name tumbling from my lips like a waterfall. l'm in heaven, lost among the clouds, and | have no desire 


to return to the life that | used to live. 


Candles flicker on the bedside table and incense smoke, presumably to clear the air of any negativity that's 
been left behind, curls from a small brass burner. David's lying on his stomach beside me with the sheets 
pooled in his knees and his head resting on his arms. There's a relaxed smile on his lips and | can't help but 


bend closer and kiss him. 


We've been lying like this for the best part of an hour, just taking one another in and enjoying the peaceful 
post-sex bliss. David has explained how energy exchanges during sex and that being with someone isn't to be 
undertaken lightly. That's where the connection that we've both now felt comes into play. Things can be 
achieved through that connection. What, I'm not entirely sure yet but I'm sure that, at some point, David will 


tell me. 


We talk Talk about the world, both seen and unseen. Talk about the paths that our lives have taken. Talk about 


ourselves. 


My hand strokes over his narrow back and, when | lift my gaze from David's face, | notice red marks on the 


swell of his ass cheeks. 


When | ask, he replies with, "I enjoy being spanked. It's another form of energy release. Helps to get negative 
energy moving. And there can be a ton of that in New Orleans." 


| smile and reach lower to brush my fingers over his perfect, peachy ass cheeks. "So you're a kinky witch 


then?" 


"You could say that" David laughs and there's no sign of embarrassment. In fact, he seems to revel in his 
nudity and sexuality. As any man his age should. "A friend does it once a week for me. | saw him when | closed 


for lunch yesterday.” 
| could do it for you," | reply. 


| don't know why l'm suggesting that. I've never laid a hand on another, well, not since my younger days and 


never in a manner that could be considered sexual. 
David finally blushes and he gazes up at me through strands of honey-blonde hair. "I'd like that" 
"Want to try now?" | murmur. 


He gives a small nod and | move a couple of pillows to the centre of the bed. David moves himself over them 
and | take a moment to admire how lithe and beautiful his body is. He rests his head on his folded arms, his 
hair spilling over the bed as he looks at me with gentle, yet darkened, eyes. His hips are raised and | have to 
hold myself back from mounting him. And his ass. That pert little ass with soft downy hair stuck in the air 
and waiting for me to play with. 


| kneel beside him and sweep the hair from his face. Giving him a gentle kiss, | right myself and place a hand in 
the small of his back. My free hand strokes over his soft skin, taking in the blemishes from the day before. 


David shivers and moans. There's a pause in the air, the silence before the sound breaks it. 


| draw my hand back and give his offered ass the gentlest of strikes. David murmurs and lifts his hips, 
offering me all that | want. | take his gesture as a hint and spank him a little harder. 


Soon the air is filled with the sound of flesh striking flesh. David whimpers and moans, his arms hugging the 
blankets as | hold him place and spank his ass. His hips rise and fall, allowing me a view of his erection. His balls 
are pulled up tight to the base and | can tell that he's ready to have another orgasm. 


When David presses himself back to the pillows, the world seems to stop. Something hangs in the air as though 
waiting to burst. His soft groans are music to my ears and feeding the magic that surrounds us. It's as 
though he's let something go and allowed it to return to the ether. Return to wherever, or whoever, it came 


from. 


He looks up at me with sleepy eyes and a sultry smile. "You're too good. Too fuckin’ good. l'm so glad that you 
finally chose to cross my path." 


| frown and sink back to my heels. "So you knew who | was?" 


David shakes his head and yawns. "No. But I'd seen someone who looked like you while | was mediating. | knew 
that, at some point, someone would cross my path." His smile widens as his eyes droop. "And now here you 


are. 


| clean him up and toss the now-sticky pillows to one side before tucking us both into the large and ridiculously 
comfortable bed. Tucking a handful of his hair behind his ear, | ask, "And you want me here?" 


David nods as he settles down. "Very, very much so." 


6 Months Later. 


There's a floor above the apartment that David wasn't using. Dusty and full of old furniture, | spent a month 
cleaning, repairing, and redecorating before making one room of it into an office. From here, I've got a beautiful 


view of the French Quarter. Every day, the sun rises and fills the space with light. 


And its here that I've found the inspiration for my latest series. Who'd have thought that a random trip to 
the South would have given me so much? Now | find myself spending the mornings writing about a crime- 
fighting witch and my evenings lounging in the shop and listening to David talk to customers. At lunch time, he 
closes up the shop and comes to find me. | couldn't think of a more peaceful way to spend my life than in 


domestic bliss with this beautiful man. 


The evenings.. The evenings are full of that magic that we encountered on those first few days. David was 
right. The universe does give the ingredients to make whatever you want. You just have to take them and mix 


them together. 


